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A shaft of thought that grazed her and flew by.

Darnley.    Why should she tell me of it ? My heart

runs low;

As if my blood beat out of tune with life,
I feel the veins shuddering shrink in, and all
My body seems a burden to my soul.
Come, I will think not that way.

Re-enter PARIS.

Paris.                                          Sir, the queen,

Having forgot for haste in parting hence
Her outer cloak of fur, hath sent me for it,
Lest this night's weather strike her blood acokl

Darnky.    Take it and go.    {Exit PARIS.)    I do

not like their eyes,

These foreign folk's that serve her.    Is it cold ?
I feel cold here.

Nelson.             A fair sharp night, my lord ;

And the air less cumbered than it was with cloud.

Darnky.    I find no night of all nights fair to me ;
I am sick here at my heart all the dark hours.
Give me the book there.    Ay, my book of psalms ?
What day is this?

Nelson.              The ninth of February.

Darnley.    How says it of God's foes, they were afraid
Where no fear was ?   That am not I: my fear
Dies without food.    I am not as were these.
I prithee tell me, of thine honest heart,
Think'st thou I have no cause to feed my fear,
Or keep the bitter life in it alive ?